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was taken unawares* The hotel, noted before-
hand, was on the top of a high hill on the far
side of a valley; that I reached it as soon as
possible became imperative*
I left the arena in a hurry, and dose to the exit
came upon an aged man sitting on a hoary piece of
carved stone where he was charming snakes which
squirmed at his feet* Not even this unexpected
sight slowed down my questing feet, and the thin
cry from the reed-pipe followed me down the road*
Could I find a path leading up to that hotel ?
No, I could not; and the large building sat on the
top of that hill and leered at me, whilst I felt I
could chew the leather of my shoes* With in-
creasing despair I continued to search, and so,
leaping lightly over private walls and tearing
through gardens, I came out just below the hotel*
Dashing inside, I grabbed a waiter, who thought I
was demented, and demanded an omelette, a very,
very large omelette, one the size of a meat-dish, and
it had to be produced at once* He grinned and
went off to give the order, whilst I, armed with a
glass and a bottle of German beer, went out on to a
verandah where there was a superb view. Not
then in a condition to appreciate it, I gnawed some
dry bread and drank my beer*
The eventual omelette was entirely satisfying*
To starve to death must be an awful thing*